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	Chronicle of Darkness

A/N Hello guys, it won' t be long before I start my story, but before I do, there are things you need to know.

Yes, this story is about me. The alter me has got some of my traits, but not all of them. Yes, the evil you will encounter is mine. Yes, my favorite villain always was Regina, on second place was Mal and than Cruella, but story about Cruella is far more interesting and potentional and besides, I have got another story about Regina.

Yes, some stuff will be changed so it fits into my story.

If you recognize some OC's it is just occurrence.

Yes, I will start my story now...

Maggie

I wish...that was how my story started. Hot summer night, me on balcony, my rotten heart beating sadly in my chest. Me and my family...we were difficult. I tried to make it work, but in the end, we ended screaming at each other. Not that I cared.

Sky was cloudy, not even star shone. I willed the clouds to part, so I could wish, as every night. They did part, but only when I was almost asleep. Light stroked my lids and I opened my eyes. Quickly, I murmured, before the star could disappear.

"Star light, star bright,

first star I see tonight.

I wish I may, I wish I might,

to have this wish I wish tonight.

I wish..."

Suddenly, I couldn't get it out. I had lump in my throat, which was highly unusual.

"You know what I wish..."

I did not know that my wish has been granted. I watched about five episodes of Once Upon a Time before I shut down and fell into nightmares.

Next day was neverending list of cchores.

Dust was rising from the road, filling my nostrils and mouth and making me cough. It was disgusting.

Me and my family lived in a village and trip from our house to the dump site was short, luckily.

I wore only shorts, some old baggy T-shirt and slip ons with little heels. It was disgusting clothing and I hoped no one will see me. I walked as quickly as I could, head held high even with me dragging bags full of rubbish.

I was slamming bottles of alcohol into bin, releasing my anger, when I heard voice which sounded familiar...but it...was't , couldn't be possible.

"What has the alcohol done to you darling?"

I didn't turn. "Not the alcohol. Poor bottles are only unfortunate to be around me."

And I turned. Had I not controlled my emotions so precisely, I would have...I don't know. Shout, scream, squeal...

It WAS indeed Cruella De Vil. Tall, dressed in beautiful dress and fur, sparkling jewelery. She had her black and white hair, beautifully crafted eyebrows, red lips and her charm.

"You...are...Cruella De Vil!"

How? Once Upon a Time was only TV show...unless...I remembered the wish I had last night...oh my dog...

"Oh yes I am darling...do you know me?"

"Are you kidding me? You are my childhood..." I wanted to say hero, but that was comical. "...idol."

Woman leaning against her gorgeous car smirked. "Oh you flatter me. But I don't enjoy standing here. The smell is disgusting. I am looking for a girl named Margaret. Do you know her?"

I froze. What? Me? Impossible? My insides were twisting, but on the outside, I just quirked up my eyebrow. "You are talking to her."

If she was surprised, she didn't show it.

"Darling, this smell is making me sick. Can we talk somewhere else?"

I thought quickly. "We can go to the lake. My parents are at home and you don't want to meet them."

Red lips quirked a smile. "Fine, hop in darling."

My eyes nearly popped out. No, I was not scared of her driving. I was ecstatic.

Later, we sat by a lake. She opened her mouth to explain everything. I wanted to stop her, to tell her I know everything. Oops, not possible. I probably couldn't tell her about TV show. So I zoned out while she told me about everything, and I began to pay attention as soon as it has gotten important.

"The prophecy or whatever it was...it said that child called Margaret, with big potential for darkness, with rare powers, will become my child and she will have a big role in fight between villains and heroes.

I have forgotten about it. It was told to me when I was younger. When me and Ursula gave up Maleficent's child after we appeared in New York, I remembered it. Now, I have been married for many years."

I wanted to vomit. I WAS a SeaDevil shipper.

"I realized I would like a child...a villain like me, who can at least try to like me. So I decided to find you. You can come with me. If you want."

I was shocked, to put it bluntly. I wasn't expecting to see Cruella so vulnerable. But I finally had chance to belong, to be with someone I admire, to be with someone who is as evil as me.

"Of course I want to! My family is full of idiots, I am too evil to fit in!"

Cruella smiled. Wickedly. Oh, we would understand each other perfectly.

"But how will I leave, they will never let me."

Woman who was to be my mother grinned and handed me a small pouch.

"This is my last bit of magic. Sleeping powder. Not curse, powder. They will wake. Just blow it on them. They will be awake long after we leave. Tommorow on the airport darling. At 9 o'clock. Don't be late. Oh and...do something with your hair please. It is quite pretty, but you can't be my daughter with hair like this."

I had brown hair, brushing past my shoulders. I have always wanted to color my hair.

We parted with wicked grins. I could barely wait.

My packing was most discreet and happened at night. In the morning, I blew the sleeping powder on my family and left a brief note saying not to search for me. I was getting ready to leave when I looked at my younger sister.

She was the only one who loved me. So I took of one of my rings, pulled it on one of her small fingers and scribbled.

"Wear it. I will find you one day."

And I left. I stopped by hairdresser's on my way. When I left, no one would know me. I wore white dress, black heels and black coat with big fur around my neck. My lips were red, my eyebrows more expressive. My hair was black and I had few white stripes in them.

I was oh so ready. When Cruella saw me, impossibly wide smile stretched on her face.

"Well, this is my girl."

And I was. I was ready to start my new life. I was ready to be ultimately evil.

I was Margaret De Vil.


End file.
